ELTHIR-FIVE STAFF 


oe 
LE Pome el, Si eh Pd wc a ek oe Raymond E. Pelletier, 
Elizabeth Richardson, 

Assistant Editors ........scersessseseeesscserscassenccecscteccrecersepusccnsersese John T. Hodgen, 
Thomas P. Scanlon, 

‘ Nancy A. Williams, 


ALE csccsesassscossessecessocessecssnscsstnsvacotessusqsvncousnsonovesspogsnsavoscsasacenereaacess Mary Rogers, 


RUTHER - FIVE 


JANUARY, 1967 
Volume III 


Published by the students of 
WORCESTER STATE COLLEGE, 
Worcester, Massachusetts 


Elthir-Five 

Volume III 

Dedicated to 
the Class of 1967 


Worcester State College 


Contents 
Land Beyond, Raymond E. Pelletier, 67 ........cccccccccccsscsseseesesseseeeees 
Forgotten Spring, Thomas P. Scanlon, J1., 767 .....ccccccceccessseseeseeees 
His Tear, Deborah Campaniello, ?70..........ccccccccsssssscesseseseesesseneeseees 
Our Times from Behind the Trees, John M. Madonna, J7., ’68.... 
Laconic in Laconia, Pat Pecorelli, 67 ........cccccccccessesssecesscesesstereeseesee 
And I Wept, Joseph R. Gustafson, 68 ........ccccccccccsccsccstesecssetseeeessenees 
Damocles A. D., Raymond E. Pelletier, 67 ........cccccccceccseseseeereeee 
“Crying in the Wilderness,” Elizabeth Richardson, ’67................ 
Moments in Time, Joseph R. Gustafson, 768. ........cccccccccccesseeseeseeteees 
Symphony #9 in D minor, John T. Hodgen, ’68............cccccccccesceeee 
INOW IN ONELES HRCI Clos 106 a tcaceiivteccuccoutessvaeuscsseawonctecatieivacestusess ctatntee 
Grapes on the Vine, John M. Madonna, J1., 68 ............ccccceccseeeseeeee 
DAS. TRO MGS ue eS COMLOT I Mize: Os .cnctessssncsesevarestssxsiaceepeeeeasstrasesouaee 
Wrinkled Man, John T. Hod gen, ’68............0..cccccccceeecscesseecetseeeseeees 
Controversy, Deborah Campaniello, 770 .............0..cccccecceseeeteesseeees 
WANG NGNCELE FKCNTICH;. C8). ..ccnsescecisccseacssssesaseovenceceetssocssessssoesacesceees 
Lines Written on a Bus, John T. Hodgen, ’68............cccccccccesseeseeeees 
Sophomore, John T. Hodgen, 68 ............ccccccccsscescssesscssesseseesecnetseeees 
The Prisoner, Elizabeth Richardson, 767 ..........c.cccccccscsessesseeeseesseesees 
A Sign of Penitence, Raymond E. Pelletier, 67 ..........ccccccccceseees 
Consummation, Cheryll Windward, ’68..........0..ccccccccccssecetseeetseeeneees 
Loneliness, Elizabeth Richardson, 767............ccccccsscssceeseceseeseeeseessees 
Impressions, Nanette Kenricl, ’68.............--c.sccssssccssssessssescecseeesessere 
Young Blood in Autumn Ashes, John M. Madonna, Jr., ’68.......... 


On the Unfortunate Death of the Gileadite..., 
DORM CT LOW CN, OS sasceanckag cons: scea cate sess autigcace dctustocevstanseseteese twee ee 


PRINCE VANDAL, John T. Hodgen, 68 ...........c.ccccccccccscsseseeeseeees 
LOVE SONNET, Raymond E. Pelletier, 67 .........ccccccccceccccsteetses 
THE PORT, Elizabeth Richardson, ’67..........ccccccccccceescsseescesenetsees 


Land Beyond 


“Come with me beyond the singing hills; 
Leave this silly world behind. 
Trade your sickness for a song; 
Will your blindness to the blind.” 


“Follow me across the singing hills; 
Together we will find the path, 

And find the land of coming true, 
And leave the land of wrath.” 


“A land of promise waits for us beyond, 

Where plashing fountains scent the breeze, 
And music tints the sparkling air, 

And flowers flock the trees.” 


“T cannot go beyond the singing hills, 
Although I know the land is fair. 
What pleases you would not please me— 


I came here from there.” 


Raymond E. Pelletier, ’67 


Forgotten Spring 


The cracked wind entices 

The brown leaves to click, 

Their shadows weave amid the 
Changing sun 

And bend their ears 

To listen to the crow, 

Calling shrilly through the caustic wind, 


Shadows dancing 

Like the slender forms 

Of golden skinned girls 

Move upon my thoughts, 

Shooting broken lives 

Down to the pool that waits 

To carry them across the limits of forgetfulness, 


The faded flags 

That wave on nature’s pole 
Remember that a year before 

Their life was green, 

But now the subtle gliding 

Of their life 

A journey round the sun has changed 
To the shallow brightness 

Of a long forgotten spring. 


Thomas P. Scanlon, Jr.,’67 


His Tear 


Rigid with pain, disfigured and scorned, 
aman racked with hurt hangs 
onacross. | 

His eyes bulging, turning; 

his muscles near bursting 

as he hangs on his beam. 

He visibly struggles, long 

and with pain. 

He nears death. 


A portrait of anguish is drawn on his face 
of one absorbed 

in the horror of dying, 

but 

mark on the cheek 

a streamlet has trickled 

forming a drop at the 

base of the chin. 


In the company of thieves yet 
alone in his death— 

a tear is the token 

of the love 

that was his. 


Deborah Campaniello, ’70 


Our Times from behind the Trees 


The lashing wind rips. 

Rips into the green moist grass, 

Pushes against the trees. 

The pious rain thrusts madly on a forlorn patch of daisies. 
The day labors under the heat, the wind, the rain. 


“The hour is a mass of stagnant gas, 
Gas without remembrances.” 
The trees lumber back and forth 
As a derelict beneath the weight of the midnoon sun. 


“The hour is gold and glitters, 

A blinding glitter, without remembrances.” 

The earth is hot and steams. 

The steam is liver sausage, turnip bread, and blood. 

Earth sweating grass! 

Grass of boot leather, burlap, flesh. 

“The hour is red and waiting anxiously on silent legs; 
hour without remembrances.” 


The peaceful somber copses are the 
monuments of the dead of a million 
battles. 

Soil that once was men! 

Greenfields that cradle them! 

Prolific hills, would that you had a 
place on the plains of ignorance, 
recklessness. 


... the tormented wind 
cries out from behind the dumb trees, 
A pungent reminder of all the forgotten realities. 


John M, Madonna, Jr.,’68 


Laconic in Laconia 


I was sitting quietly, munching a Frisbie pie and listening to 
a back episode of “John’s Other Wife,” when Marian burst in look- 
ing quite aghast. I half expected her to say that she had just seen 
the ghost of Harley. 


“T just saw the ghost of Harley,” she half said and said the 
Lord’s Prayer for the other half. Ever since Harley’s accident, 
Marian had been shaking with palsy, and now she is dead. Old Man 
Jacques had seen it coming—the last of poor Marian’s shaking. 
Her shaking never really bothered me, except when we had guests, 
and even then, it was kind of sweet to see the symmetrical patterns 
she would create on the linen table cloth when she’d try to get a 
spoonful of sugar over to her tea. I always felt a pang, though, 
when the neighborhood children threw apple cores and such at her. 
It took me back to my childhood, when a group of us would meet 
under the lamp post and proceed to the Witch Murphy’s house and 
moan and burn garlic under her front window, or when we’d put 
copies of Darwin’s book in the pews at Preacher Bailey’s Meeting 
House and hide the hymnals. 


But Marian was to be pitied. She never had an easy life of it. 
Always doing for others and pretending to herself that nobody 
knew her secret. Poor Marian! Why, the whole town knew about 
her and Tom Barron! Some say that’s why she and Harley never 
married. Maybe they’re together now. My goodness, but she would 
get so shook up, so to speak, when Ida Barron came to town. She’d 
stutter and write something fierce. Ida was a sad case herself—but 
never mind about that. 


Anyway, it wasn’t much of a funeral. The words were nice, 
but then, they always are. It was pretty cold, so the flowers were 
nothing special—a few glads and one or two rented sprigs of 
plastic daisies. Henries, the stonecutter, spelled her name wrong, 
but I said to leave it be. Nobody missed her until I found the will. 


She left me her lace curtains. They were pretty faded, so I threw 
them out. 


Patricia Pecorelli, 67 


And I Wept 


Not discontent with boyish ways, 

Yet I did plunge into opposite friendship 

With quick tongue and showy ornament 

And a glance for many different flavors. 

Yet it was a coffee cone for me, 

Not special, just a plain cone, but I like coffee ice cream. 
A scratch on the surface were we. 


Too much glue at first for me, 

Although barren of this sticky bond that shaped my clay. 
Tossing, tossing, tossing, and then the flip did come. 
Glow blazing into flame, 

Breath stretching into gulps, 

Sound caroming into mirth, 

Touch puffing into clouds, 

A book and a cover were we. 


No longer a pebble but a boulder. 
No longer a stick pile but a house. 


And I was rocking in air, rocking in air, 
When the rope to my hammock did break, 
And down to the earth I did go. 

The ground is hard and the days are long. 
Water and desert are we. 

AndI wept! And I wept! 


Joseph R. Gustafson, ’68 


Damocles A. D. 


An afternoon I lay mingled in the grass— 
Bleeding eyes under sky blaze— 

Slowly peeling mind-petals. 

Down the plumbed nadir slept 

As a curled seed 

A thought, flung windward before, now waiting. 
Engendered by the spermy liquor of attention, 
It sprouted and erupted flaming blossoms, 
Configured mushroom. A sudden I hung 
Poised on a pin above the fused abyss 

Where mass and mass meet, critical; 

I remembered and I died. 


Raymond E, Pelletier, 67 
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“. . . Crying in the Wilderness” 


What are you doing on top of my roof? 
Up on my great big house? 

Looking like a lunatic 

With stretched out arms 

And open mouth. 


Why do you call to the wild west winds? 
Or is it to us below? 

You listen to the howling air 

With attentive ear 

And head cocked so. 


Why are you jumping up and down 
On the roof of my big house? 

With your left leg lagging, 
Shoeless right foot 


Water doused. 

People in the streets are staring at you 
Thinking that you’re a clown; 

Then comes the Man in white 

Looks up, shouts out: 

“John, come down.” 


Elizabeth Richardson, ’67 
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Moments in Time 


The siren of birth begins it all. 

A wiggling lump protected and nurtured, 
A spark without fire or smoke, 

But no sense of this for now. 


Soon my shades are up and flapping, flapping, flapping. 
And there is the eventual awakening. 

To safe perimeters, 

To warm arms and friendly breaths, 

To a water glass that is full and overflowing, 

So crawls the bundle wrapped up in such a world. 


And now the package stands tall tied with a strong ribbon. 
Iam suited for the challenge! 

And with a suit of new, shiny paper 

I entered into another place. 


And in the tussle my paper was ripped, my ribbon cut, 
And there was smoke and fire. 


And I was a brown paper bag crying out in pain 
With shattered dreams and hopes of youth! 


Joseph R. Gustafson, 68 
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Symphony #9 in D Minor 


We have been long in learning 
From grade school 

Where jacketed, sneakered, 

We lambed 

In our puttied cells of innocence. 


Summered sturdy 
Plotting our course 
Guided by ancestral faith 
Unquestioned. 


Arrogant now 

The walls unseamed and 

Bitterness prevails. 

Blaring complacence and snickering 
Blasphemy have shadowed our souls. 
We no longer search. 


We need more Beethovens, 
Lomans and lovers. 


John T. Hodgen, ’68 
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NOW 


Time 
does not go 
slowly 
Nor 


the even 


It 
devours itself with 
todays 
That 
were tomorrows 
and 
Always on 
til there 


is, 


Nanette Kenrick, ’68 
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Grapes on the Vine 
Spring, 1965 


There'll be a gray old man half a hundred years from now 
Sitting beneath a tired gnarled oak in a lonely park. 

Just sitting, waiting, 

With the vibrant winds of late spring patting his pensive brow, 
And he’ll remember. 


When night was but the dawn of day, 
When friends were there to touch amidst unspoken loyalties. 
Seyelavais e600 8c and his father’s house. 


When the grapes were on the vine waiting to be ripe. 

When love anxiously stood just around the corner to manhood. 
When summer suns warmed hearts and burnt away small fears. 
Then. 

When fields were pregnant with daisies. 

Then. 


yen the air was clean, clear, and constant. 

en. 

With all friends having passed into that inevitable history. 
With all loves lost, back there in that foreign land of youth. 
With all promises made, kept, and broken. 

With all sins committed and repented, 

Pll sit there, in that park, old and alone 

And I’ll pass with the wind above the trees to God. 


Because you can’t go back, you can’t go home 
To when the grapes were on the vine 
Waiting to be ripe. 


John M. Madonna, Jr.,’68 
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DAY 


How deep and silent is the wood 
Wherein I walk with eager step 

To travel long and hard 

The roadway of recurring memories 
A vigor born of youth and yet 

A clouded shade of unknown truth 


What peaceful echoes haunt the trees 
Whose noble branches bar the sun 

And model fantasies upon the ground 

An artistry of shadows great and small 
Whose artist may create and then destroy 
All in a second’s breeze or moment’s light 


The stream that trickles through the leaves 
Imparts a saddened smiling song 
Ceaseless ripples throwing out their arms 
To find and hold a moistened shore 

And give the life of grass to all the world 
With seeds of sunlight carried by the wind 


So noble is the falling sun 

That rests upon the mountaintop 

And serves the earth as does a crown a king 
The seal and power of noble majesty 

Until the light is lost and day is done 

And wings of darkness lull the world to sleep. 


Thomas P. Scanlon, Jr.,’67 
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—— 


Wrinkled Man 


Wrinkled man with 
rusty sword, 


Cumbersome, 
Your days are gone 
and yet live on. 
The faded glories 
within your stories 


Give pleasure to the young, 
the unborn 

Warriors who will look back 
with scorn 


And become 
Wrinkled men with rusty swords. 


John T. Hodgen,’68 
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Controversy 


The old sage 

talks of battle, 

of victories ever won, 
of time long ago; 


The young man 
listens keenly, 
and then 

goes off to fight, 


but may 
or may not return; 


The older fellow, 
patched and hardened, 
laughs— 

for his scars are healed; 
the younger veteran 
doesn’t laugh, 

but points. 


Deborah Campaniello, ’70 


Wind 


Wind like an impudent boy 
teases 

pulling the tail of every leaf; 

chasing badmen through the branches, 
then quick 

gone to another tree; shooting occasionally 
at passing foes. 


Nanette Kenrick, ’68 
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Lines. Written on a Bus 


Grown inconstant in love— 
With hurried looks 

and loose-lipped stares 
that look into nothingness... 
Love needs the musical 

effervescence of chattering 
Foreign women awkwardly 
Bussing 

in time-honored recognition. 
It lapses 

like a lifeless kite 
into pulsing 
Wrinkles. 


John T. Hodgen, ’68 


19 


Sophomore 


The sophomore sought solitude. 
He searched and strove 

For silence. 

Succeeded — 

Saddened — 

And sought someone. 


John T. Hodgen, ’68 


the Prisoner 


Youth 


Prisoner of wisdom 
And time 

The keeper of the keys. 
Why 

Must the Jailer wait 
So long 

To set 


The young man 
Free? 


Elizabeth Richardson, ’67 
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A Sign of Penitence 


It seemed as though the town suddenly sprang up around them. 
The flimsy wooden houses, most of them unpainted, were festooned 
with gaudy paper streamers and intricately twisted palm fronds. 
Willie had to swerve the car and reduce his speed to avoid the 
crowds of Filipinos, the pigs, and the chickens in the unpaved road. 


As Carolyn de Lyle bent to look out of the car window, a lock 
of her straw-colored hair fell in front of her eyes, and she brushed 
it back with a characteristic, impatient gesture. 


“What’s the big surprise, Mike?’ she asked. “Why the 
decorations?” 


“We’re going to see a religious procession.” Mike turned to 
Willie. “My wife is a very intelligent woman. She enjoys learning 
about the customs of the natives. She’s going to see one of them 
today. 


“That’s great, Mr. de Lyle, really great. I’ll bet Mrs. de Lyle 
will really get a kick out of that.” 


“T’m sure she will,’ Mike replied. “I’m sure she will.” He put 
his hand on Willie’s shoulder. “This is the place, Willie. Stop here.” 
He indicated a small open-air kiosk facing the street. Scattered 
around were small tables covered with white tablecloths and sur- 
rounded by wicker chairs. “You can park across the street there 
and meet us at our table.” 
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“Fine, sir,” said Willie. “A religious procession! That should 
be one hell of a Jot of laughs.”’ He began to wish he had made an 
excuse and not come, even if it had meant not getting to know Big 
Mike better. Some fun! 


He parked the car with some difficulty because of the Filipinos’ 
milling in the dusty street. As he left the coolness of the car, the 
tropical heat smote him like a steaming sponge. He was glad he had 
worn his barong tagalog, the thin embroidered shirt common in the 
Philippines. 


He found Mike and Carolyn sitting at a table separated from 
the street only by a low wall sprouting dusty geraniums. He 
wished they had chosen a table somewhat farther back from the 
street. A sewage ditch stagnated a scant few feet from where they 
sat; it tainted the humid air. He hoped it would offend them as 
much at it did him and they would move. 


“We're having daiquiris, Willie,’ Mike greeted him. “I took 
the liberty of ordering you one. All right?” 


“That’s just fine, sir.” 


Carolyn said nothing, gazing through her dark glasses at the 
excited crowd of natives chatting in the sun, the gleam of their 
ubiquitous gold teeth evident in their laughing mouths. 


The waiter brought their drinks. Mike picked up one of the 
daiquiris and held the fragile glass toward his wife and his new 
protege. “Here’s to the Filipinos—they really know what life’s all 
tes They can show us a few things. Don’t you think so, darling 
wife?” 


Carolyn looked at him. Willie had the feeling that she was 
seeing them both for the first time that day. “What?” she said. 
“In what way?” 


“Oh, take penitence, for instance. This whole Good Friday 
routine is a form of penitence for the sins of these people for the 
last year. Some people say it’s a holdover from pagan rituals and 
that the Church frowns on it, but back they come, every year. 
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There’s a need to show that they repent, no matter what. You'll 
See quite a show today.” 


Suddenly the murmuring of the crowd died, and the mass 
slowly split into two snakelike bands lining the street. A tatter of 
cloud covered the sun momentarily, and Willie shivered. Down the 
street, the first few figures of a long procession appeared. 


The first penitent they saw was probably an old man—it was 
difficult to tell because his face was covered with an opaque white 
cloth and his head was crowned with fleshy green leaves and scarlet 
hibiscus blossoms—but he walked like an old man. 


“Who’s he? King Lear?” asked Carolyn, smiling. Neither of 
the men replied. 


Behind the old man, their faces similarly covered, sauntered 
a group of younger men. The three visitors at the table heard a 
sound like the clicking of castanets as the youths lifted their arms 
and let them drop rhythmically as if to the beat of a soundless drum. 


“What are they doing?” Carolyn asked, leaning forward in her 
chair and removing her sunglasses to get a better look. Willie was 
glad to see her finally interested in something. He sure as hell didn’t 
interest her. He wondered why Mike put up with a woman like her. 


Big Mike looked at his wife. “They’re whipping themselves,” 
he replied. “They’re flagellants.” 


“Flagellants? I didn’t think such things existed any more.” 


“Tt’s rare nowadays. You’ve got to look for it—I mean people 
being sorry for their sins, their betrayals. Men steal other men’s 
wives; the women go with them. People steal and murder and go 
unpunished. But here—here they know how to repent.” He turned 
to Willie. “What do you think, Willie? Don’t these people have the 
right idea?” 


“Oh, sure, Mr. de Lyle. I mean, they really do. That’s really 


true.”’ What was Mike talking about? As far as Willie was con- 
cerned, a bunch of guys slapping their backs with bamboo switches 
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was for the birds. It had nothing to do with anything. He thought 
of himself out there among those weirdos and almost laughed. 


He might actually have done so if Carolyn had not gasped at 
that moment and raised her hand to her mouth. The first group of 
flagellants was passing the table and their backs could be seen to be 
covered with blood. “Their backs,” she said hoarsely. “Their backs.” 


“They cut themselves with razor blades to bring the blood,” 
said Mike. “Makes it sting a little more.” 


“Why did you bring me here?” she asked in a low voice. 

“I thought you’d enjoy it. I thought you might get a few ideas.” 

“About what?” She was very pale. 

“Well, don’t you have any sins to repent?” 

“I’m not perfect.” 

“You can say that again.” 

Boy, he sure knows how to manage her, thought Willie. 

In the dust of the street, one of the flagellants had fallen on his 
belly and was crawling along, his face in the dirt. Dust from the 
cloud which surrounded him began to settle on his clotted back. The 


crowd stood silently. Another cloud passed overhead. 


“My wife’s not perfect, Willie. Did you hear that? You thought 
she was perfect, didn’t you, Willie? Aren’t you surprised?” 


“Uy y=—? 


__. “She’s not perfect, Willie. Not absolutely perfect. She makes 
little mistakes. But she always tells them to me.” 


The words hung in the air like the dust. “Please, Mike—” 


began Carolyn, but stopped, confused. Willie wished they had 
moved away from the sewage ditch. The smell seemed suddenly 
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overpowering. He felt a drop of sweat trickle down his side under 
the barong. Mike was looking at him. 


“Uh—” He tried desperately to think of something, anything, 
to say, but he couldn’t figure out what Big Mike wanted. He re- 
mained silent. He glanced at Carolyn. She seemed to stare in 
fascination at three flagellants who carried a heavy wooden cross 
among them. They dropped it, raising a cloud of dust in the street 
in front of the kiosk where the group sat. A fourth man lay down 
on the cross and extended his arms outward from his shoulders 
above the arms of the cross. Besides wearing a crown of leaves and 
a veil over his face, he wore a bright lavender woman’s dress. The 
others began to fasten his arms and legs to the cross with hemp. 


“My God, what a horrible joke,” said Carolyn. 
Big Mike looked at her. “What did you say?” he asked quietly. 


“Tt’s so horribly tasteless it’s almost funny,” she said. _To 
Willie she seemed to be holding something in, either hysterical 
laughter or wild tears. She kept twisting her hands and then 
reaching up to push her hair out of her eyes. There was a desperate 
look there that he had never seen before. He wondered why a 
vulgar village procession should affect her so. 


“Funny!” Mike hollered. “Was it funny when you and Jim 
Bates—” 


“No, no—stop it! At least he loved me. You never did. I—” 
She had to stop to fight back her tears. Willie was embarrassed and 
chagrined. Carolyn’s fists were clenched in front of her on the 
white tablecloth. 


Mike leaned across the table and looked directly into her eyes. 
Uttering every syllable very distinctly, he said, “Ah ! so you really 
do have sins? Thinking about you and him together rips me apart. 


The cross was slowly being raised in front of them by a group 
of Filipinos. Its long dark shadow fell across their table. Carolyn 
turned in her chair as if to avoid the scene. 
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“You said you could forgive me for anything,” she murmured. 
“You said you could forgive me for anything.” Her face was 
pale, and it seemed to Willie that she looked almost physically sick. 
The heat, the blood, and the stench from the sewage ditch must 
have made her ill. Willie wished he had not come. He did not like 
seeing her like this. 


“You think forgiveness is just words?” Mike demanded. “You 
twist a knife in my guts and say ‘I’m sorry’ and everything’s sup- 
posed to be all right. You think that’s penitence? Look!” He 
grabbed her wrist in his big hand and twisted her body so that she 
had to face the hideous travesty on the cross. “That’s penitence! 
That’s what I want you to know!” He shoved her back in her chair, 
the veins bulging in his red face. 


Carolyn looked up at her husband. In a dazed voice, she said, 
“Now I realize that you never could forgive me for anything I ever 
did, Mike. You thought you had bought me and that I was one of 
your possessions. You say you want my repentance, but you really 
don’t want that. You want revenge. You want blood, Mike. That’s 
why you brought me to see this horrible thing!” As she spoke, only 
half realizing what she was doing, Carolyn picked up the slender 
daiquiri glass from the table. She gripped it until her knuckles 
whitened. Suddenly the fragile glass broke. The slender stem 
snapped in half and part of it jabbed into the flesh of her palm. 
She dropped the broken glass and stared at her hand outstretched 
in the shadow of the cross. The drops of blood dripped slowly, one 
by one, onto the white tablecloth. 


And with every drop of blood that fell, Carolyn said in a low, 
tired voice, “You creep. You creep...” 


Raymond E. Pelletier, ’67 
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Consummation 


Morning comes 

and separation follows, 
The dawn brings light 
and with illumination 
—blank reality. 


He departs 

and she remains... 
Perennial acceptance 
one and the same. 


Many times apart 
aching heart 

and body 

would long 

to touch 

to hold 

to embrace 

and kiss... 

to consume completely, 


Duty, distance, 
desperate discouragement 
(but always love!) ... 
Spirits woven 

close and fine 

as purest silk 

moved onward 

over multitudes, 
through perilous seas... 
above and beyond 

the coarser fabric 

of day-to-day 

existence. 


But after morning 
comes gloaming 

And hope of heaven 

in weary man appears. 
Peace! Fulfillment! 
Utter satisfaction! 


A more than just recompense 
for tears of grief and sorrow spent 
Glory to Love! Amen. 


Cheryll Windward, ’68 
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Loneliness 


Streetwalker, street light, 

Night. 

People gone, empty stage, 

Shadows. 

Children sleeping, fires burning, loved one 
Absent. 

Open window, wandering breeze, weeper sighs. 
Vacant chair, open book and 

Tears. 


Elizabeth Richardson, ’67 


Impressions 


The grass bends green and young 
Lifts its head to laugh 

Trifles with a stone 

And chases yonder stream 
Leaping over spectral walls 
Across a path that was 

And on. And on. 


Nanette Kenrick, ’68 
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Young Blood in Autumn Ashes 
October, 1964 


A million leafless gray-brown trees huddle together 
On rolling cool gray-brown hills, 

Murmuring resignation beneath vast autumnal skies 
Like squatting, kerchiefed old women 

On church steps, on Ash Wednesday. 


Whiplike winds religiously rush from across a thousand years 
To herald the coming of the rogue winter. 

Anxious little waves turn restlessly and die from the effort, 
Beneath, In the ebb. 


A single sparrow flies dejectedly to its tree shanty 

While distant lights flutter vaguely above a lavender earth 
Which mourns the passing of the day. 

Black smoke looms up against a pale horizon, 

Like the wizard from the lamp. 

And there is the smell of burnt dry leaves in the air... 


I stand within November’s breath, 

At the edge of October’s death, 

And I am young blood, young blood 

Irrationed in this drama, 

Unsouled at the epitaph written in hue before the ashes... 


Yet I am young blood, young blood 
With many autumns in my vision. 


John M, Madonna, Jr.,’68 
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ON THE UNFORTUNATE 


DEATH 


OF THE 


GILEADITE 


SPEECH THERAPY CLASS 


DROP 


OUT 


A Gileadite, captured by his own men, 
Protested violently again and again, 
“Though tongue-tied I be, 

Iam as loyal as thee!” 

It was no use, he was put to death 
When asked to say “Shibboleth,” said 


“Sibboleth !” 


John T, Hodgen, ’68 
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PRINCE VANDAL 
or 
An Adventure in Ye Olde Cemetery 


It was a merry night in the castle of our hero, the legendary 
Prince Vandal. The Prince and his fellow warriors were spinning 
tales of mighty conquests and fearsome battles (all encouraged by 
prodigious amounts of ye olde ale). When the tankards had been 
emptied, refilled, emptied and refilled again, until the process 
seemed an endless one indeede, and when the boisterous legends had 
aroused an innate urge in the warriors for a physical re-enactment 
of some of the heroic deeds so far so nobly advanced, our hero, 
Prince Vandal, leaped up (with an alacrity that belied his alcoholic 
state) and cried, “Forsooth, men! Let us recreate those acts of 
yore! Let us seek out adventure! Follow me!” With that, the 
warriors arose with a shout and rushed out of the dining hall 
(though few rushed in a straight line, ’tis true). 


Prince Vandal led his merry band (more by accident than 
choice) to a nearby graveyard, where he proceeded to climb ye 
iron gate. However, the farther our hero ascended above the 
ground, the more he missed his trusty tankard. Nevertheless, 
encouraged on (pushed and shoved, alas, would be more fitting), 
Prince Vandal scaled the height and welcomed the cheers of his 
fellow warriors from the other side of ye gate. 


“T will seek out the most fearsome foe,” cried our hero. The 
men responded with cheers (though a few warned Prince Vandal 
to beware of fearsome pink elephants which seemed to haunt many 
of the warriors at various times). 


Prince Vandal was undismayed; he ventured forth and met his 
foes. Alas, a thousand granite enemies! With a mighty surge of 
strength, our noble hero furiously destroyed them all, knocking 
them down, breaking them to pieces and not leaving one standing. 


Flushed with victory, Prince Vandal cried, “Hark! ’tis a noble 
thing I’ve done, a mighty battle won. It will appear in ye Telegram 
and the loved ones of the granite enemies will be saddened when 
they read of the destruction I have wrought, but they will do 
nothing about it.” 


John T. Hodgen, ’68 
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LOVE SONNET 


When sparrows annotate their wire staff 
Between the punctuating bar line poles, 
Then suddenly explode, desert their graph 
And flee the city, calling other souls ; 


When seagulls wheel above the milky sea, 
That whispers me my name in every roll, 
And pull taut tendons shrieking out of me 
And underline the soleness of my soul; 


When eagles plummet down the canyon wall 
And to their sweet destruction beckon me, 
Though wings of Icarus be in their call, 
Yet still I ponder whether to be free; 
It’s then I think of you—my soul’s debate 
And tumult end; the Universe says “Wait.” 


Raymond E. Pelletier, ’67 
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THE POET 


Every detail 

Escapes not his eye 

Each movement 

Engulfs his mind 

With untold emotion. 

In the quietness 

Of evening time 

His thoughts yield to the pen 
Extolling all before him 

To echoes everlasting. 


Elizabeth Richardson, 67 
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Young Man, Pursue Your Goal 


Kiss sweet lips, 
But run if they bind. 


Wear neckties, 
But flee if they choke. 


Sing 

Love’s song, 
Until you reach 
The wrong key. 


Listen tothe stranger, 


Until he strikes you down. 


Down, 
down, 
. down. 
Fall hard, young man: 
Bruise your bones; 
Fall to 
Almost death. 


Sob for pity, 
Weep for pain, 


Groan with your grief, 


Mourn your misdeed. 


Broken young man, 
To sleep. 


Sleep in the 

Light of your star, 
Awake with its beams 
In your eyes. 


Young man, Awake! 
Now 

Shout with rage 
Your angry words. 


Scream, young man, 
Scream! Scream! 
Cry, young man, 
Cry for the help of 
Heaven or Hell— 
Hell if you will. 


Shriek your worth; 
Deafen the dumb, 
, the fool, 

~ the false, 


Opentheear,. _ 
the heart,. . 
the mind, 


To hear, 
To love, 
To seek and find 


Your voice, 
Your way, 
Your goal. 


Yes, 
Young man, 
Your goal. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 


The Path Seldom Taken 


There are many glorious roads leading from town to town in 
today’s New England. Some of these roads are the modern mani- 
festations of architectural genius. Others, just old, middle-size 
roads, got dressed up for the advent of the automobile. And then 
there are the old cart-trails which were hardly wide enough for 
two wagons to pass in the old winters. They are not too much in 
demand today, and as a result they are placed at the bottom of 
highway appropriations—if they rate even that much fiscal atten- 
tion. 


Just such a road is about six miles from my house. It winds 
and twists its way from Lincoln Square (named after a local resi- 
dent, not the president) to somewhere in the next town. It is one 
of those roads without a name that have been around so long that 
all the old natives have forgotten it, and the new inhabitants never 
notice it. 


The road narrows down at the old Lincoln Store-Post Office, 
and that is where most people lose track of it. The hardware sign, 
listing—“PAINT, NAILS and OTHER SUPPLIES” on the side 
of the weathered boards of the unpainted building faces the rusted 
railroad tracks. The tracks accompany the road to the top of a hill 
and then branch off in the opposite direction, as if they had a sudden 
argument. 


At the foot of the hill, a dog pauses to stare up at the pigeon 
nests in the eaves of the post office. The huge, four-paned Victorian 
windows stare back at him from beneath ornate sills. 


At the crest of the hill the road enters a woods spotted with 
occasional stone walls. Here and there the road breaks into the 
sunlight where a rusting wire hay rake attests that this was once 
farmland. The green and yellow field is sheltered by a few apple 
trees, then falls away to swamp. Pussy willows and milkweed grow 
among the bronze swamp grass. And farther on there is a bramble 
of blackberry bushes just turning green. Clumps of white and 
brown-eyed daisies grow in the field. Toadstools perch at the foot 
of the tree which bends over the road as though to look at the 
broken tar. 


White and pink patches of mountain laurel and wild rhodo- 
dendron speckle the muted brown leaves left from fall. The wild 
dogwood bends its pink blossoms across some white birch or black- 
trunked pine. Baby ferns curl at the sides of rocks blood-spattered 
by a hunter’s victory over a rabbit. 


The road crossed a bridge under which the water is whipped 
white by the overflowing streams in the hills. On the walls of the 
bridge there is an old pewter cup hanging from a leather strap for 
a thirsty traveller to use. The cool damp stones offer rest in the 
summer, but now they still have the feel of winter. Tomorrow the 
bridge will be filled with the young boys of the town who have come 
to throw stones at the frogs, and the old men who have come to 
pretend to fish. 


The road is climbing a hill now; it clings to the side for its life. 
It creeps step by step up the ascent until it reaches the summit where 
it spreads out like the apron of a Spanish balcony. It is free of the 
woods now with only the sky overhead. Beyond the edging of 
stones is a valley of trees that seem to run into the back of the sky. 
It is the end of a path not often taken. 


Nanette A. Kenrick,’68 


Along the Edge 


Along the edge 
Of an ancient wall 
A tiny bud had fallen ; 


Nowhere was the tree 
From which it had come. 


I lifted the bud and held it. 
It did not seem to have 
Died a true death, 


But seemed to be 

Green, 

And as alive as it had been 

Up there, somewhere, when on a tree. 


I lowered the bud 
Next to my heart in my pocket. 


There is so little room there— 
For much space is taken by my 
No-longer green dreams. 


Deborah Campaniello,’70 


“Some of My Best Friends . : "i 


The problem seems to be that, on a clear day, you cannot see 
forever. In fact, you can see just about as much or as far on a clear 
day as you can on a day that is cloudy, i.e. not clear. Thus stated, 
let us move to a difficulty which then arises—the problem of a mar- 
riage between those who cannot, of natural circumstance, see for- 
ever (nor do they claim to be able to), and those who feel a kindred 
within themselves of weather and vision. 


Several solutions have been offered. Let’s look at two, shall we? 


The first comes from Dexter Follow at Harvard, Chairman of 
Theological Externals. Follow, in a burst of ecumenism, speaking 
to an audience of Armenian archbishops, stated his theory of 
“live and let live, after all, I have met several who claimed to be 
able to see forever (in aforementioned weather) and who seemed 
top drawer.”? 


The second possible answer came from Sid Follow (no rela- 
tion) an ex-convict who proposed that we “. .. butt out, and mind 
our own damned business.””? 


Following Follow’s (Sid’s) suggestion, we turn our attention to 
whether or not a duck may really be somebody’s mother. Another 
duck’s perhaps, but if...? 


1 Conclave of Armenian archbishops, Oxford Grille, Cambridge, Massachusetts, 
December 1965. 


2Corner Tremont and Washington Sts., Boston, Brotherhood Week, 1966. 


Pat Pecorelli,’67 


Taedium Vitae 


The artifacts and the temples, functionless, crumble 
Tearing at igneous love veins impassively 
Severing clerestories. 


Soundlessly hovering, structure in limbo, 
Listing wooden saints psalming, 

Quivering chalices staining, 

Fated arches swooning, embrace false freedom. 


Deceptively, the schism etherizes with the phoenix 
Challenging laughter amid the rubble, 

Seeking deadened senses porous and still, 
Immersed limpid fingers ravage founded illusion. 


Placidly, give up the ghost. 
John T. Hodgen, ’68 


His Way 


Give to mankind what they may, 
Oh! such unhappy fools. 


He will go his way, 

Live by golden rules; 

Let the mass harass him, 
Petty, mean, and trifling. 
He finds their shallowness 
Loathsome, 

Stifling. 

He leaves them to oblivion; 
Treads the track of 
Immortality. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 
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March, 1967 


Ice Castles, ice palaces— 

Frozen in the rain; 

Trees with 

Diamond-beaded dresses, 
Princess pines, 

With ermine stoles, 

Ready to dance the Grand Waltz. 


White-wigged bushes 

Bow, and with 

The courtier’s smile, 

Invite to dance. Above, 

The curving branches 

Like vaulting marble arches— 


Keep out the greedy sun 
Who would lick up the dream. 


Nanette A. Kenrick, 68 
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Heresy 


The thousand steps I took to find Him, 
Leveling grounds to dull His thorns; 
The mountain heights I climbed to mind Him. 
Seeking dew for this soul forlorn; 

All the days I lived in weeping, 
Gathering tears to wash His feet ; 

All the nights I lay in sleeping, 
Forgiving sins to share His seat; 
Every tale I told to praise Him, 

Every song I sang to bring Him near, 
Every prayer I prayed to bless Him, 
Every thought to exile fear, 

Now have brought me to the grave. 


Very slowly my cross is lifted, 

Hands and feet with driving pain, 

My thirsting soul and heart are rifted ; 
O, When shall come the cleansing rain? 


There they left me on my cross 

My grave of ceaseless pain; 

The thousand steps I took are lost 

O, When shall come the cleansing rain? 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 


“There Were Three” 


A swollen needle pierced the air. 
Filled with the stuff that makes men proud! 


Three stars and stripes unfalteringly sat in a mechanized eye 
Prepared for an unplanned journey. 


A flash could not blind stout silhouettes 
Nor char the triumph of discernment and deed. 


Joseph R. Gustafson, ’68 
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Josephine Trifilo,’67 
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Prince Charmin’ 


Julie shifted uncomfortably in the molded plastic train seat; 
the rain had soaked through her loafers, and the pea jacket she 
wore was beginning to give off a suffocating wet-wool odor. She 
did not notice the young man entering the train. 

Grace or simplicity? 

A white horse comes as if on wings. 
He is not a robber; 

He will woo at the right time. 

“What? Did you say something to me?” 

She turned, startled, to discover that the stranger had taken 
the seat next to her. He was apparently trying to start a conver- 
sation. 

She repeated: “Did you say something?” 

When he did not answer, she shrugged and turned toward the 
window. 

“You give up much too easily.” He spoke slowly, and his words 
had a nasal flatness that offended her ears. 

“How do you expect to handle the servants when you have so 
little perseverance? It will take a great deal of work on your part 
if you are to manage my world competently.” 

“Took, I don’t know you, and I—” She stopped when her eyes 
caught his; he was laughing at her. 

“My parents are meeting me in Cambridge, and, well, they 
won’t like it if I get off the train with a man. And besides—the rain 
and everything—you’d be more comfortable sitting by yourself. 
Really you would.” 

She realized that her voice had taken on a pleading quality that 
clashed with the confident college-girl-of-the-world image that she 
had tried so desperately to project. 

“So, your parents are meeting you?” 

He quite obviously had no intention of moving. 

“And are they going to take you out for ice cream and then to 
a double-feature Walt Disney movie? Why the act?” 

“What act?” 

“How long have you been in Boston?” 

“Since September.” 
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“School?” 

“No, I—look, I don’t have to answer any of your questions. 
There are plenty of empty seats. Why—” 

“Because I belong with you. Didn’t they tell you about Prince 
Charmin’ when you were a little girl?” 

“Yes, of course. But Prince Charming—” She looked at him. 
His hair was so long; too long. His face was unshaved. His old 
army jacket was worn and dirty. His shoes, old army boots, were 
filthy. 

“Yes, of course, but Prince Charming was always—always—at 
least washed.” 

The stranger burst out laughing, and she could not repress a 
ridiculous grin which played momentarily at the corner of her lips 
and suddenly burst forth in a gracious smile. 


Sandra A. Nixon, ’67 


15 


Thought 
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Nanette A. Kenrick, ’68 


“Under Milky Light” 


An endless rush of confetti raced by a neon light 

Like a sea of white dust shaked from a black, bottomless bowl. 
It moved witha slanting fury, 
Mindlessly spanking faces of progress. 
Of defective blinking signs. 

Of speeding cans of metal. 

Of dirty asphalt streets. 

Of barking dogs on two feet. 

All sinking from sight, 

Into a cold surf of soap powder, 

Soon to be dissolved by tears 

Of Renewed faith 

To cleanse a dingy beach ball. 


Joseph R. Gustafson, ’68 


Pine Tree 


Undaunted, verdant lace— 

Reacher for the sky— 

Dancer in the wind— 

Shielder from the sun— 

Symbol of changing nature— 

Eternally inspiring man, 

STAND 

With stoic indifference, 

Til he attains your stature. 
Nanette A. Kenrick, ’68 
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OREMUS 


The automobile was the color of their uniforms. 
They walked with a discipline, silently 

Their trousers flapping in the breeze 

Like their flag. 

They were polite, apologetic, 

With an impassiveness that belied their concern, 
But there was that awkwardly tender silence 
Which could not be helped, 

Only ended, as they departed 

More hurriedly than they had come. 

She lifted her hand, 

Her hand, plastic in the sunlight, 

Lichened in yellow time. 

She began to rake the leaves. 

Harder and harder. 


John T. Hodgen,’68 


Who Knows the Sea? 


He who has not seen the sea 

Or watched its tides roll in 

Has never known the joy of mankind 
Nor felt the depths of its sin. 

He who has not felt its warming waves 
Or tasted its salty brine 

Has never felt the glow of the heart 
Nor tasted such soothing wine. 

For the sea is the soul of all the world 
And no man can escape its waves 

For once he has seen its cool white foam 
Is imprisoned forever—all ways. 

For those who have played by its rolling tides 
And walked its sandy shores 

Have known a grief and felt a joy 

That has never been had before. 

For he who has not seen the sea 

Has never faced eternity. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 
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Life Thinking of ... 
Listen to my words, hearts beat same beat 
Know me! minds think same thought 
Look into my heart, eyes portray same desire 
Love me! each reaches for the other 
Take my hand. lips touch, arms embrace 
Join me. warmth and emotions flow fast 


Richard B. Nieber,’69 


both are one 
a world is formed 
love 


Richard B. Nieber,’69 


Soar High! South Wind! 


Soar high! south wind! 
Gently blow your message to the world. 
Lawless, limitless, rise above 
And beyond the ordinary. 
Clearly call men of high stature 
To come and seek you in the sky. 


Soar high! south wind! 
Falling stars no longer delve. 

Fixed mighty in the majestic maze of sky 
Stars must steadfast stay 

So their ray may reach the many— 

Not involve just a chosen few. 


Soar high! south wind! 
Silent, yet soothing motion, 
Mesmerize the mobs and masses. 
Mystify their many wiles. 
Soar high! south wind! 
Infinite, eternal... blow! 


Cheryll Windward, ’68 
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Point of View 


The young man, laughing, says: 
“Give me a miracle or two!” 


The old man, praying, cries: 
“Leave me a dream or two!” 


Nanette A. Kenrick, ’68 


The working man of fun 


“Come with me, ” the wind whispered 
When there was much to do. 


“Let’s fly to the clouds, and race the sun— 
Let’s play.” 


He wiped his brow, the laborer, 
exhausted from his work. 


He listened and watched the wistful wind. 


Then seeing his task yet to be done, 
He returned to his labors, 


Which did not end as the wind had. 
For what knows the wind of labor— 
Or the working man of fun? 


Deborah Campaniello,’70 
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Like Children 


Like children building castles in the sand... 
Or trying to empty the ocean... 
(They know it’s impossible) 
Their castles will not last... 
And their “lake” on the beach 
Won’t really hold a sea-full. 


Like children trying to catch the wind... 
Or pretending to be an animal... 
(What would you like to be?) 
They paint the golden sun orange 
And color a face blue. 


Like children who scrape a pine tree 
In search of maple syrup... 
Or climb a tree to catch a bird... 
(What would you do if you caught it?) 
They shoot be be’s at tin cans 
And walk balancing on a log. 


Like children, playing games... 
Singing songs... 
Only nothing is ever the same... 


But one must move on... 


Cheryll Windward, ’68 
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Six, 000, 000 


Six million Insensitive brute! 
Strong and happy. A warped mind 
Six, 000, 000 Destroyed life in his 
Now are gone. Game. 

By one man’s whim, Weep forever 

A race condemned: Shall the world 
The right to live— For her guilt and 
Revoked. Shame. 
Laughing children But all the world 
Laugh no more. Cannot undo 

Old men no longer The crime of one 
Pray. Crazed man. 


Frances Freedman, ’69 


a doctor 
is one 
who treats 
with delicacy 
matters of the body 
with 

the knowledge of his mind. 

is one 


who is human 
and who treats 
fellow humans 
for one or more reasons 
but 
mainly and firstly and always 
to save from death life. 
Deborah Campaniello, ’70 
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To A Cat 


Ah! Glorious Sultan of the East, 
One 

Of the golden slanted eyes 
Tell me, disdainful cat, 
What have you swallowed 
Inside? 

Was it the little chickadee 
Which delights you to see 
At your morning tea? 
Why do you look so ill, 
Great one, 

With eyes like the daffodil. 
Alas, can it be 

You’ve eaten a bumblebee? 


Nanette A. Kenrick, ’68 


Patchwork 


A clown’s painted grin; 

Politicians kissing slobbery babies; 

Indian summer ; 

Stillness before the storm... 
Judas. 


Passion’s kiss; 
Multi-colored ice cream; 
Flowered wallpaper over cracked plaster; 
Perfumed soap... 
Brutus. 


An unwed mother; 
Christmas-tree lights; 
Easter bunnies; 
Urban renewal... 
Love. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 
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Chimneys 


Do chimneys, 


Like children, 
nd 
Wo er 
over the blueness 
of the sky? 
Do chimneys, 
Like children, 
catch 
r 
a 
i 
n 
d 
r 
ty) 
p 
8 


in their mouths, 


And are perpetually 


AHHHHHHHHHHH — ing? 


Nanette A. Kenrick, 68 
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Amour Propre 


Is that you 

“Standing on the shoulders of giants” 

And unaware of those who tred beneath? 
Shouting praises to thine own monuments? 
As if thou art the Master Builder. 

Yet how shallow thy wisdom is. 

To live and breathe, and yet not perceive— 
Those who have built the house 

On which you stand. 


Ray E. Avery, ’69 


The Peace of Peace 


Yes, that day I remember well, 


It was the turning point of my life. 


Until then living was really hell 


I’d been thinking just when I'd take a wife. 


The one I chose was as the air 


Unembraceable, but always there; 


There to cause heartache and wild dreams. 


Upon these dreams I dwelt too long 


And the real world passed me by. 


For her I had composed poems and songs 


But they only brought a tear to my eye. 


Hers remained untouched, thoughtless, and free; 


Free as the sea to which I returned— 


And which in turn claimed me. 


Richard B. Nieber,’69 
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Nocturnal Reverie 


A sky of rich blue, 

No stars, no clouds, 

An unseen moon, 

And all I think of is you. 


A cricket’s chirp 

In a still night. 

The cold air 

Chills me yet I feel your warmth. 


Alone I sit, 

Alone I am. 

Physically yes in solitude 
In spirit Iam with you. 


Thus you fill my thoughts, 


Warm my being, 


And keep me from being alone. 
Can this not be what the Poets call love? 


Frances Friedman, ’69 


Perfect Night 


The air was fresh, 

No clouds, just stars, 

A moon so bold and bright. 
Together, they joined to make 
A simply perfect night. 


There we were, 

You and I, 

In gentle harmony. 
Two people, two souls, 
One vibrant symphony. 
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You held my hand. 

T held yours. 

We generated a power 

Of deeply-expressed love 
For those two brief hours. 


You kissed my lips— 

A hundred times. 

You held me close and tight. 
And for those silver seconds 
It was so right. 


Frances Friedman, ’69 


Just in Jest 


Just in jest 

I kissed him; 

And then the tears fell 
When I realized 


He was jesting too— 
And I was playing for real. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 


What Would I Pay? 


What would I pay 
To be ten years young? 


What would I pay 
To be old? 


What would I give to deter 
The pain of now 

Into future goals? 

What would I give 

To go back in time, 

Or leap from now to then? 


What would I give— 
And why? 
To have that life again? 


Deborah Campaniello, ’70 


Impressions 


A gentle being, ina rugged world, 
Finding beauty in the midst of ugliness— 
Fun-loving, happy with life, 


Challenging disaster. 
The Unknown, 


Yet, more understandable than the 


Discovered: 


A welcomed intruder upon lonely thoughts. 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 


An Insomniac’s Pleasure 


In the dark 

I sat and wrote, 
alone, 

except for one small 
friend who blinked 
his starry eye. 


Thunder! and it came on fast: 
one beam of light, 

the train went whirring past. 
And two red eye 

sss, 

on hissing wheels, 

slithered by. 


The streetlamp stands, 

itself a moon, 

and lights the trees 

their way. 

Snow upon the lawn, 

like some white page. 

Trees like splashéd ink: 

letters printed there. 

A light. Does someone 

rise, like I, to read 

a message written there? 
Nanette A. Kenrick, ’68 
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AN INWARD SONG 


furious 
fantastic 
feeling 
from within 

SOUND 

your silent 

steady 
staccato 
on the inner 
sanctum 
of my being 

outward 

MOVE 

a sometimes sullen 
SPIRIT 
’ to search 
for meaning 
in the very 

grooves 

of daily life 
furiously 

fantastically 

FEEL 
the essence 
of life 
LOVE! 


Cheryll Windward, ’68 
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Tristesse 


To think that once so happy a heart 
Should beat now in pain. 

That days so bright and gay 

Shall never be again. 


That eyes that once were sparkling 
Should now be filled with tears. 
That one so brave and bold 

Shall now be filled with fear. 


That days so sweet and sunny 
Should now be dark and long. 
That birds, who once did gaily, 
Shall ne’er again sing their song. 


That Spring so bursting with life 
Should die in Autumn’s grave. 
That memories and regrets 

Are all that now I have. 


That love so great and mighty 
Shall lose its magical power 
And fade and wither slowly 
Like a once beautiful flower. 


Time the killer of all things 
Whose magnitude is yet untold, 
Did fade and tarnish my love 
That once was bright as gold. 


Now the Winter is coming 

To sombre and sadden my den. 
Must I wait until the Spring 
For the chance to love again? 


Frances Friedman, ’69 


29 


Dark August 


Gnats, the full August crop fed greedily upon her sweat as it 
ran from her face. Her clothes stuck like wet rice to her over- 
developed body, outlining every magnificent detail. And she sat, 
staring, hands crossed over her flat stomach. Her auburn hair hung 
shoulder length; hung there motionless. Beams of red seemed to 
radiate to the sky, toward their Creator, with hatred, praying for 
relief from the August inferno. 


And she sat there staring into eternity as her guilt grew, for 
fulfillment was true. Skin clammy with heat and sweat, white with 
death; heart crying in preparation for more crying. The sun beat 
viciously, and ice was her blood. 


She would have bled for him. She could not. He had bled. 


And she sat there staring at everything that August had pro- 
duced—everything that August had fulfilled. She hated flowers that 
grew unwanted. 


Crumbled on the lawn it lay. The mantle of eternal green was 
disrupted. The flowers should die now, but birth was in the air—and 
death had been. Yellow, like an objector’s spine. It was there. No 
wind dared to move it; it was nothing, but it was real: it was paper, 
and it was words: “We regret to inform...” 


And she sat staring at eternity, conscious of the fulfillment of 
all her fears, conscious of the inevitable, past and present. 


He had been—he had been so many things. She could not re- 
member any specific, particular aspect—just him—all of him. He 
might have become—almost anything; he was interested in every- 
thing—he called himself a student of social studies. 
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Potentially, I love you, 
And, Actually, I could, 
If only your hidden self 
You truly understood. 


i Poetry and dreaming were his chief interests, these now grow- 
ing within her. 


“To understand life, one must live and to live one must be true 
to himself and his being. The faceless mass is but to serve the 
‘intellectual.’ ”’ The world was his servant. He moved it about like 
an arrogant dictator, with the tender arms of the realist. 


And she sat staring into the reality of emptiness, and growth 
was true, for he had shown her life. She had merely existed, had 
been merely an ontological happening, ’til their hands and hearts 
had really met. Her heart moved now. Together they found birth; 
birth for her, rebirth for him. 


A student has needs. Money, MARKS, food, MARKS, hope, 
MARKS. When any one of these is missing, all the others falter. 


Marks. ABCDE. 


A is good for student. B is acceptable. Work. He had to work 
to live. C is dangerous for a student. D is death. 


If a man has a scale balanced with work and study, success is 
inevitable. Society upsets balances by demanding volunteers for rice 
cultivation. 


And she sat staring into the eternity of emptiness; her hope was 
in the future. The past had died. 


A’s are for students. E is excellent for Army. The soil must 
have nitrates. What can produce more nitrates than a dead soldier? 
E is for nitrates. 

And she sat as huge black flies helped the gnats feast. 


August E. Ziokowski,’67 
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El Escape 


Soy el némada en el calor del verano 
soy el vagabundo en el suelo hwmano 
y cuando respira el viento 

soy el movimiento 

de la ola insana, eatiendo mi mano, 
quiero, siento, y me parezco el viento. 


Y el viento no es del norte ni sud 
yun murmullo de mi juventud 
lo recuerda; 

ala izquierda, 

ala derecha yo miro 

pero lo que quiero 

es solamente capricho, suspiro. 


En los momentos del perdido pasado 
tocaba todo que me habia tocado. 

ota la misica de la mar 

sin habilidad de hablar 

quiero correr, pero no tengo poder, 

sin querer parar, me olvidaria de quedar. 


Vago con mis pensamientos en una pereza 
y sobre las nubes esta mi cabeza 

soy la sed en miedo, 

en yermo de mi anhelo 

mi sueno, tesoro; 

mi verdugo de oro 

y hay una mariposa que vuela hermosa. 


Sharon McGauley, 


382 
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Freedom 
(a translation) 


Iam the nomad in the heat of summer ; 
I am the vagabond on the human soil; 
And when the wind breathes, 

I am the movement of an insane wave; 
extending my hand, 

I want, I feel, and I become the wind. 


And the wind is neither from the north nor the south, 

yet a murmuring of my lost youth remembers it; 

to the left, 

to the right I search, 

but that which I desire is merely the sighing of my fancy. 


In the moments of some lost past, 

I would touch all which had touched me. 

J would hear the music of the sea 

without the ability to speak. 

I yearn to run away, but I have not the power. 

Had I not stopped, I would have forgotten to remain. 


I wander with my thoughts in an idleness; 

my head about the clouds, 

Yet I fear I am the thirst 

in the desert of my anxieties. 

My dream is my treasure, my gilded hangman, 
and there is a beautiful butterfly that flies away. 


Sharon McGauley, ’68 
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A Blessing 


A little girl with braids impressed, 
So pretty in her gingham plaid; 


A little boy with hair a mess, 
And dirty clothes: a normal lad; 


How wonderful their childhood days— 
So full of happiness and fun. 


O why cannot they stay that way? 
And always, always play and run? 


Why must adulthood leap on them 
With all its problems and sad ways? 


How sad it must come to an end; 
So give God thanks 


For those few days. 
Harriet Burroughs, ’69 


Blankness to Birth 


Blankness to birth— Man to woman— Beginning— 
Birth to life; Woman to child; End; 

Life to death— Child to hell— All— 

And death to life again. Or heaven. The same. 
Volcano to island— A death. Man, 

Island to mountain; A life. Left to ask: 
Mountain to wave, A stop? From whence? 
A ceaseless song? A start? I came? 


Elizabeth A. Richardson, ’67 
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April 15, 1967 


Blue was the sky, and brown were her eyes— 

A splendid, simple child, and toussled was her hair. 
The earth kept timeless pace 

As she walked down the path. 


Full of the love and trust of youth, 
An innocence that stirred the soul 


To depths of love and joy. 


He watched her scamper through the fields. 
She walked an aimless, blissful path, 

And crossed a bridge that spanned a stream, 
And then she paused and dreamed a dream— 


A secret thought she shared with the rippling brook; 


She met the boy, a simple, splendid child, 
Beside the dark brook: 
They walked together hand in hand, 


Amid the rising flowers’ scent. 


Laughing hearts that crossed the watered green; 


And climbed the shadows to the mountain top. 


Thomas P. Scanlon, ’67 


